My 6:90 My Greates? 7Teacher

7 he gong of Che ages IS nowo ringing in sy ears, in sty sundy in sy heard, and sy sout/
T he song of life resonating, Fluctuating, impregnating and soderating
7 he Song IS now sustanable, I am é/ena//hg into balance
Yomeward bound, my heard 1S rnowo Ae/nﬁ /iberated

Buct a)/7y do T ?L(&Si/on? Yoo 15 12 that I stil/ ?L(e\sil‘on?
So My Years, So many/ Ffears
So (ze% lifetinmes of l‘na//ghdhf Zrans it ation

Aah, r1y laboriowus ego
K/‘aé/‘ng and screaring I Aave dragged you
The ball and chan arocnd Y Sou/
But noeo the Cime has come for me Zo ac,énow/ea’ge your service
My sad old Friend I have scorned you so
With mowurtains of resentment and tsunari's of blame

And a// you have ever done IS Serve me

With the greatest journey that a sowl can ask
For withot your service I woutld not be liberated
I would still be langetishung in the realms of self’ rig/teocusness
Blinded by r1y selt serving lig/t and becoildered by rns own glamour

But rnow I see i/}fodj/? the layers of CAis False //:9/75
777roag/7 Che layers of superiority and judgement
L noeo see Lhrough the eye of sty heard
And for ¢hat I apr elernally gradeted

777&/7% yoa /)1y ego
Z /lovingly embrace you so thad e may integrate
And Zransreide these arduows eons, epochs and ages of’ service
Into the wisdorr of he /7/:9/7851‘ order

I noew See re
T now embrace all of e
T nowo knoeo e

I noewo art £ree
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